BonMj  Mally  Stewart  ; 

To  which  are  abided. 

Her  blue  rollin'  e'e. 
The  braes  o'  GlenifFer. 
Waes  me  for  prince  Charly. 


SriRLING. 
FrL  ted  by'  W.  Macnie: 


BONNY  MALLY  SIEWAttT. 


Ths  cold  winter  is  past  an  J  gone, 

aJid  now  comes  on  the  spring. 
And  I  am  one  of  the  king*s  life-guai'ds, 

and  I  must  go  figbt  for  my  ki«g,  ray  dear, 
and  I  mi^  go  fl^ht  for  my  kiag. 

New  sines  to  the  wars  you  must  go, 

one  thing  I  pray  grant  me 
f    1  will  dress  ssyself  in  man'a  attffe, 

and  ril  travel  along  wiih  thee,  my  dear, 
and  I'll  travel  along  with  thee. 

X  would  not  fur  ten  thousand  worlds 
that  my  love  endangered  were ; 

The  tattling  of  drums  and  shining  of  awords, 
will  cause  great  sorrow  and  wo,  my  dear, 
will  cause  great  sorrow  and  wo. 

I  witl  do  tlie  thing  for  ray  true  love, 

th^t  she  will  not  do  for  me ; 
It's  ni  put  cuffs  of  black  on  my  red  coa^ 

and  mourn  till  tha  day  I  die,  my  dexr* 
and  moura  till  the  day  I  die. 
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I  will  do  more  for  my  true  love* 

thAg  J^je  will  do  lor  me 
I'll  cut  my  li^^ir  and,  roll  me  bare, 

ftnd  mourn  till  the  day  1  die. 
and  mourn  till  the  day  I  die. 

So  farewell  my  mother  and  father  dear,' 

ril  bid  aiicu  aad  farewell 
My  sweet  aad  bonny  Mally  Stewart; 

yfu're  the  cause  of  all  my  wo,  m«y  dear^ 
you're  the  cause  of  all  my  l^o. 

When  we  came  to  bonny  Stirling  town, 

as  we  lay  all  in  camp. 
By  the  king^i  orders  W8  were  all  taken,^ 

&  to  Gtrmassy  we  wsn^  all  sent,  ray  deai^, 
and  to  Germany  we  were  dl  ssnt. 

So  farewell  bonny  St  if  Hog  town, 
and  the  maid«  th£rein  also  ; 

And  f  rewall  boteny  Mally  Stewart, 
you'te  tbe^auss  ol  all  my  wj,  my  dear^ 
.   you're  tlie  cause  cx*tu  i^^j^^o. 

She  took  the  slippers  off  her  feetj 
and  tie  lockup  offher  hairj 


And  she  has  t2?en  a  long  journer, 
for  seven  lang  years  «nd  mair  Bay  dear, 
for  leven  lang  years  and  maii'.  ^ 

Si'metimes  she  cade  /^onietimes  she  g&ed, 
sometimes  sat  down  to  mouf^^ 

And  it  was  aye  the  overcome     her  tale, 
shall  1  e'er  see  my  bonny  laddie  comei 
shall  I  e*er  s:e  my  bonny  laddie  come 

Ths  trooper  turn»*i  himself  round  about, 

all  on  the "rish  shore ; 
He  h\3  gi*ea  the  bridle  reins  a  shake, 

spying  adieu  for  everraore>  iny  dear, 

saji-.g  adJsu  for  evermore. 


HER  BLUE  ROLLIN'  E'E. 

My  lassie  is  lovely  at  May*dew  adorning, 

Wi'  gowans  and  primroses  ilka  green  rfca,  - 
Xho'  sweet  is  the  violet  new  blowh^  in  the  rtiorninjf, 

As  tender  and  s<veet  is  hei^^bliJe  r^Mm*  ce. 
o  wiiiiur  cnan  snow  on  tho  mountain, 

Or  what  wi^  the  red  rose  in  beauty  can  vie  i 
Yes  whiter  her  bosom  than  sno^v^Ji  the  m6uatai!t, 

And  bonny  hrr  faee  Bs  the  red  rose  can  |)e  ? 


See  y^a  lo^ly  cettage  that  stands  by  the  wSld  wood, 
He^g^'d  round  wi*  swclI  brier  and  green  wijlow 

'TwAS  yonder  I  spsnt  the  first  days  o'  my  cbudhood 

AM'first  felt  the  power  oi  a  Icve-rollin'  ee. 
Though  ioon  frae  my  hame  and  my  lassie  1  wan- 

1  ho^gh  hng  I  hae  been  tossing  on  fortuae^^ 
rough  sea, 

Aye  dear  was  the  valley  where  Ettrick  meaiul^ikV 
^Aye  de^  was  the  blink  o'  her  blue  roliia'  ee^ 

for  the  evening,  and  O  for  the  hour, 

When  down  by  yoo  greenwood  she  promised  lobe* 
When  quick  at  rht^  summer-dew  dries  on  the  flower 

A'  earthly  afFectiocs  and  wishes  wad  flee. 
Ltt  Art  and  let  Nature  c:;sp]ay  their  proud  tresasure* 

L^t  Paradise  boast  of  vir  hat  blks  it  could  gie  ; 
lAs  high  is  my  blies,  and  as  sweet  is  my  pleasure, 

In  the  heart-melting  blink  o*  my  lassie's  blue  ee. 


r      THE  BRiES  O'  GLENIEFERo 

leen  blaws  the  wind  o'er  the  braes  ov  GlenlflPcr, 
The  auld  casth'i  turrets  are  covered  wi'  sni;# 
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How  clianfTed  irae  the  liHie  when  I  icnetwi'xny  lova^j 
Amahg  tUe  broom  buA6s  by  Stail*!/  ^reea^hai^ j 

Die  Vv'iid  flowers     siamer  were  spread  s^  s^e 
;  homy,        ■  '.  *  ^  ^t?L,.'>'.^-  ' 

Tlie  m&vB  sang  sweet  frae  the  greea  birken  tree, 
B tit  far  to  the  camp  they  bae  marched  ray  dear  i 
Johnnie,  i 
And  now  it  is  winter  wi^  nature  and  me?  * 

Then  ilk  thing  around  us  was  blyihesofae  and  clieerj 
T!iea  ilk  thing  arouad  us  was  bonny  and  braw  ;j 

Now  naethind  is  heard  but  the  wiod  whistling  ^ rear! 
j^ndnaethi  sg  is  seen  but  the  wide-spreading  snai 

The  trees  are  a'  bare,, an'  theWr^s  mute  and  do\i'i| 
They  sh^ke  the  csuld  di'ih  ff ae  tlieir  wings  as 
they  ilea, 

Aii^  chirp  out  their  plaiats  seeming  wae  for  ypa 
'■■  Johnnie,  /  '^^^1 

'Tis  wiqter  wi*  them  and  'tis  winter  wi*  me.  1 

YoQ  cauld  sleety  clouds  skiffs  alang  the  bleak  issoij 
tains,  I 
And  st^^kes  tjis  dark  firs  on  the  stey.  rocky  brj 
Wfcile  down  the  steep  glen  bawls  the  snaw-nooJ 

,  -^^fiun tains,,:.,  . ,  ■ 
Tbftt  naurtnui^d  sae  sweet  to  jpy  laddie  and  m 
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ICi  ao  lu  loud  roar  on  the  wintry  wiads  swelling, 

It*  no  the  cauld  blast  that  brings  the  tears  uij  ee 
For  O  gin  I  law  my  bonnv  Scou  c4J3n, 

The  daik  days  o'  winler  were  simmer  to  me. 


W  iES  ME  FOE  PRINCE  CH  iRLY, 

A  WEE  bird  came  to  our  ha'  door, 
He  wJLrbled  sweet  and  clearly, 

An'  aye  the  overcame  o'  his  sang 
Was.    Waes  me  for  Prince  Gharly, 

0  !  when  I  hesrd  the  bonny  soun', 
The  tears  cam  h&ppiii^  rarely  ; 

1  took  my  bonnet  aff  my  head, 

For  weel  I  lo'^d  prince€harlr. 

Qtioth  I, My  bird,  my  bonny  honr^  bird. 

Is  that  a  saiog  ye  borrow  ? 
Are  these  some  words  y^ve  learnt  by  Hetrtj,* 

Or  a  lilt  o'  dool  and  sorrow  ? 
**  Oh  !  no»  no,  no/*  the  wee  bird  sang, 

Vve  flown  sm*  morning  esrly ; 
But  sic  a  day    wind  and  rain*^ 

Ob  I  wacs  ixe  for  priace  Charly. 

^  On  hUIi  that  are  by  right  his  airs,  >tl 
He  foyes  n  lonely  i tranter ; 
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0|  ^very  side  he's  prest  by  wahN 

^t)n  eve ry  si de  ii  d  an ger. 

Yestreen  1  me  t  hitn  in  the  g^^tti' 

My  heurt  maist  bnrslit  fairly  : 
Fc^r  sadly  changed  indeed  was  he — 

Oh :  waes  me  for  prince  Charly. 

*'  Dark  night  cam  on  the  tempest  f4ired 
Loud  our  the  hills  and  valleys  ; 

At/  whare  was't  that  your  prince  Uy  dowa 
Whase  hame  should  been  a  palaca? 
He  rowd  him  in  his  Highland  plaid, 
Which  covered  him  but  sparely, 

Axl^  slept  beneath  &  bush  o^brooas-^ 
^h,  waes  me  for  prince  Charly. 

But  now  ihe  bird  saw  some  red  co^t. 

An'  he  shook  his  wings  wi'  langer— 

Oh  this  is  no  a  land  for  me, 

Vii  tar;;/  here  nae  l&nger." 
He  hover *d  on  the  wiog  a  while, 

fire  he  departed  fiiirly  ; 
BiTt  weel  I  mind  the  farcwsel  strain 

Ws^9    Waes  me  fsr  prince  Charly  ^[ 


FimS. 


